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Nineteen and about to start
as a freshman at the state university, Sarah isn't the little girl
Mr. Collins used to know. The daughter of his old college
friend has blossomed into a beautiful young woman, and he's
uncomfortable with how aware of that he is. He knows it's perfectly
normal for a young, curious teen to dress to catch a man's eye, he
just wish that eye weren't his.



Sarah loves babysitting for Mr. Collins. She gets to feel a part of
the family of the man she's always looked up to. But she's noticed
a distance growing between them. In her most secret thoughts, she
wonders if he thinks about her the way she sometimes thinks about
him, but the
more provocatively she dresses, the less he seems to look at
her.


But the innocent young woman doesn't
realize how close to the flame she's flying, and the mature, well-hung older
man is a lot more than Sarah's bargained for. It seems only a
matter of time before she pushes him beyond his
limit. It
won't matter how wrong it is. All he wants is her, and he'll
give her everything she can take, faster and harder than she ever
expected.
















Preview






Grant Collins had had a long day, and it was well
after ten o'clock when he pulled into the driveway of the big house
on Wabash.

It was a lavish building - more space than they
really needed, he sometimes thought. But since assuming CFO duties,
the money came in so fast that it seemed a shame not to spend it on
something his family could enjoy and take pride in. He was glad he
had been able to find something so nice without going far from the
old neighborhood.

It didn't quite feel like home yet, but it would
soon.

He saw the dark outline of a person move past one of
the windows. He instantly felt his mood lift a bit, knowing that
outline would be Sarah, relaxing after an evening of watching the
kids. He'd never say as much, but she was as big a part as anything
in his not wanting to transplant too far away. As much as he loved
his boys, in a way he'd always think of her as just as much his
daughter as they were his sons.

He'd been friends with her father since college,
when Grant had been the young up-and-coming tailback that the
veteran fullback had taken under his wing and shown the ropes.

Since those days, success hadn't come as easily to
his old friend, but Grant had to hand it to him: he'd raised a hell
of a daughter. Sarah was an exceptionally sweet girl: warm,
chipper, and helplessly cute. She always had a smile on her face,
and it was impossible not to smile along with her.

Moving too far away to see her regularly would have
been like estranging his own family. He was already smiling as he
opened the door.

He stepped inside and felt his stomach clench. Sarah
had looked up from her seat on the sofa in the living room
beyond.

All the warm, innocent memories of her as a girl
flew out of his head in an instant, replaced by a now all too
familiar dread.

His little Sarah stood up and made her way down the
hall. He'd tried to ignore the changes in her body over the past
several years, but recently she seemed determined - intentionally
or not - to make that impossible.

She was dressed in a tank top and very, very short
shorts. Her toned, tan thighs rounded into the most perfect ass as
they disappeared under the tightly stretched denim. The tank top
was loose and thin, and it was painfully obvious that she was
wearing no bra beneath it. Her young, perky breasts were nestled
against her folded arms, and their soft shape and nipples were
perfectly visible even in the imperfect light that spilled out into
the foyer. Her blonde hair was teased and tucked back into a
partial pony-tail.

She bounced slightly on the balls of her feet as she
came over. "Hello, Mr. Collins," she beamed.
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Sarah loved Mr. Collins. Well, she didn't love him
like that. She just thought he was incredible. He was super
handsome and always knew what to do and what to say. He'd been
friends with her father since before she was born, and over the
years she started gravitating towards him more than her own dad for
advice about life or school or boys.

So when he had kids of his own, she was at first a
little jealous. She shouldn't have been, and she knew she probably
shouldn't have been, but she couldn't help it.

But of course he still liked her and was always
happy to see her, so it really wasn't that bad after all. In the
end it even became a good thing, in a way. When the kids were old
enough to run around on their own he started asking her over to
babysit now and then. He was happy to pay her well, and it was fun
to have a reason to spend so much time at his house.

But now that she was seeing him so much more
frequently, she was starting to realize how much had changed
between them in the past couple of years. Gone were the days when
she would run happily in through the door, hop up in his lap, and
ask him to help her with her homework.

It made sense, she supposed. That wasn't the only
thing that had changed. She'd finally started growing into herself.
After waiting to catch up with the other girls, she had slowly but
unmistakably blossomed into a very beautiful young woman. Her young
breasts had become full and firm, her ass was enough to make a man
do a double take, and her legs had gone from awkward and gangly to
long and smooth. With the changes in her body, her curiosity to
experience this new world of sexuality was becoming stronger and
stronger.

If Mr. Collins had noticed these changes in her, as
she sometimes lamented to herself, he was certainly the only one.
The boys of the town seemed determined not to give her a second
glance.

She tried to dress more invitingly, but that didn't
seem to change anything. She often found herself watching porn
wondering what the women had that she didn't, and wondering whether
she couldn't find herself men more like the aggressive, older men
in the videos instead of the boys she was trying in vain to
distract from their video games and their homework.

It was a beautiful late spring day as she walked up
to the Henderson's on Marwood Street. They had two kids close in
age to Mr. Collins' pair, and she was often asked to pick them up
there after play dates.

"Good afternoon, Mrs. Henderson," she said brightly.
"How're you doing today?"

"Fine, Sarah," the woman said a little stiffly,
opening the door to let her in. "The boys are out back."

Ten minutes later she was feeling a bit like a
mother duckling as she led Mike and Aiden toddling after her down
the sidewalk towards Mr. Collins new house a few blocks over.

"So did you guys have a good time?" she asked
them.

"Timmy's got a new Lego set," Aiden informed her
very seriously. "It's got spaceships and a space station and
astronauts."

"Really? That sounds fun."

"He'd already put all the pieces together," Mike
said. "He'd only let us look at it."

"Well I'm sure he worked very hard on it," Sarah
said sagely. "Maybe after he's had it for a while he'll let you all
take it apart and put it back together again."

Sometimes it was a bit surreal how much the two
young boys took after their father. Their little faces were little
shadows of the handsome men they'd be someday. Good genes.

Maybe that was why she liked babysitting them so
much. It felt so incredibly intimate to be caring for his children
while he was busy. All the self-doubt and unreciprocated longing in
the world couldn't take away the special place he had assigned her
in their lives.

 


 


Grant Collins had had a long day, and it was well
after ten o'clock when he pulled into the driveway of the big house
on Wabash.

It was a lavish building - more space than they
really needed, he sometimes thought. But since assuming CFO duties,
the money came in so fast that it seemed a shame not to spend it on
something his family could enjoy and take pride in. He was glad he
had been able to find something so nice without going far from the
old neighborhood.

It didn't quite feel like home yet, but it would
soon.

He saw the dark outline of a person move past one of
the windows. He instantly felt his mood lift a bit, knowing that
outline would be Sarah, relaxing after an evening of watching the
kids. He'd never say as much, but she was as big a part as anything
in his not wanting to transplant too far away. As much as he loved
his boys, in a way he'd always think of her as just as much his
daughter as they were his sons.

He'd been friends with her father since college,
when Grant had been the young up-and-coming tailback that the
veteran fullback had taken under his wing and shown the ropes.

Since those days, success hadn't come as easily to
his old friend, but Grant had to hand it to him: he'd raised a hell
of a daughter. Sarah was an exceptionally sweet girl: warm,
chipper, and helplessly cute. She always had a smile on her face,
and it was impossible not to smile along with her.

Moving too far away to see her regularly would have
been like estranging his own family. He was already smiling as he
opened the door.

He stepped inside and felt his stomach clench. Sarah
had looked up from her seat on the sofa in the living room
beyond.

All the warm, innocent memories of her as a girl
flew out of his head in an instant, replaced by a now all too
familiar dread.

His little Sarah stood up and made her way down the
hall. He'd tried to ignore the changes in her body over the past
several years, but recently she seemed determined - intentionally
or not - to make that impossible.

She was dressed in a tank top and very, very short
shorts. Her toned, tan thighs rounded into the most perfect ass as
they disappeared under the tightly stretched denim. The tank top
was loose and thin, and it was painfully obvious that she was
wearing no bra beneath it. Her young, perky breasts were nestled
against her folded arms, and their soft shape and nipples were
perfectly visible even in the imperfect light that spilled out into
the foyer. Her blonde hair was teased and tucked back into a
partial pony-tail.

She bounced slightly on the balls of her feet as she
came over. "Hello, Mr. Collins," she beamed.

He looked away as she moved, his heart pounding in
his chest as he fought the unruly feelings rising in him.

"Good evening, Sarah. How's everything?"

She saw him looking past her and stepped sideways
into his line of vision, cocking her head slightly. "Is everything
alright, Mr. Collins?"

He nodded. "Of course. Just a long day."

He knew it would be strange for him to look away
again and was forced to smile, trying to pretend that all he saw
was the same old Sarah.

He felt the throb in his groin as he started to get
hard. "Did everything go alright with the kids?"

She nodded, bouncing on her feet again. "They were
little angels. You have them so well-behaved."

He shrugged and turned to hang the coat of his suit
on a hanger by the door. "Well, they're good kids. They make it
easy."

He put his hand in the pocket of the coat he'd taken
off and felt it empty. Momentarily distracted, he checked the other
pockets of his coat and then the pockets of his pants, taking care
not to disturb the growing erection he was managing to keep
contained.

"Ah, shoot," he muttered. "I'm sorry, Sarah. I left
my checkbook at the office."

"That's okay," she said. "I'm happy to stop by
tomorrow."

"You know I never do this," he apologized.

"I know, Mr. Collins. I don't need the money
tonight. Heck, I'd probably still do this even if you didn't always
pay me."

He nodded. "Well, the kids certainly enjoy having
you around. It means the world to me to have someone I trust when I
can't be here."

He saw her redden just a little bit at that comment.
The innocent blush suited her beautiful face so well that the urge
to take her and rip her minimal clothes off became almost
overpowering. He clenched his teeth until it had passed, hating
himself that she aroused such feelings in him. As strong as he was
in other ways, he simply couldn't suppress them and shut them
away.

"Well, goodnight," she said, still a little flushed
at the compliment.

"Goodnight."

He closed the door behind her and pressed his head
to the cool surface of the wall. "Get control of yourself," he
growled. "Get those thoughts out of your head!"

But instead he found himself resting his hand on the
bulge in his pants, stroking it a bit through the cloth. Ten
minutes later he was in the master bedroom, thick cock in his hand
as he brought himself closer and closer. He tried to tell himself
it wasn't about her and that he just had a lot of pent-up energy,
but she kept slipping into his mind's eye. The thin cloth of her
tank top left no work left for his imagination. It was as though he
could feel her soft body against his, in his hands, nestled against
his chest. He came explosively and powerfully, no longer able to
lie to himself about what he wanted and needed more than
anything.

 


It was even worse the next day. Grant had taken the
boys to spend the weekend with their mother in the city. He assured
himself that he'd keep a better grip on himself when Sarah came by
for her paycheck. The last thing a young woman like her needed was
for a man who was supposed to care about her and protect her to
give away that she had a more forbidden effect on him. That was
that, and he didn't think more of it as he ate a quick dinner and
settled into his study to get some work done he'd been putting
off.

It was about 8 when the doorbell rang. "It's
unlocked!" he called out of the window of the study.

He heard the door open and close and the sound of
quick little feet.

"Hello, Mr. Collins," she sang, bouncing in through
the doorway of the study.

"Hey, Sarah," he said, taking a moment to finish a
column of expenses before putting down his papers and turning
around.

He winced, averting his eyes in reflex. She was
dressed even more provocatively than she had been the day before.
Instead of shorts she wore a soft little miniskirt and a low-cut
blouse that was again obviously unaccompanied by any bra. The skirt
was so short it seemed perpetually on the verge of riding up high
enough for her ass and panties to fly into view. But when she sat
down, there was a flicker of evidence that visible panties wasn't
going to be a problem. She clearly wasn't wearing any.

He felt his heart skip a beat.

"Okay," he started shakily. "That's three - three
nights you've worked for me since I paid you last week, right?"

"Right," she agreed, bobbing her head in agreement
and flicking her soft blonde hair.

"They were all for six hours, right?"

She nodded again, crossing her arms under her chest
as though sub-consciously lifting her breasts up to become part of
the conversation.

He felt that same twitch in his groin and his hands
were sweating.

"Did you have a good day?" she asked.

It was becoming unbearable. Every time she uncrossed
her legs she flashed him a clear, unobstructed view of her pink,
shaved little pussy. It was right there. He could reach out and
touch it. Sometimes he wondered if she'd stop him ... but he
couldn't let that thought even cross his mind. He needed to ...

She opened her legs and scooted forward, unaware
that doing so pulled her skirt back beneath her and left her
sitting, for all intents and purposes, without anything covering
her below the waist.

"I -" Mr. Collins began in defeat. "Sarah, you can't
dress this way."

She cocked her head at him in puzzlement. "What do
you mean?"

He gestured at her. "You know what I mean."

She looked down at herself. "Oops," she giggled,
sliding back and pressing the top of the miniskirt down in a
half-hearted attempt to cover herself that was completely
ineffective. "Sorry, Mr. Collins. I didn't notice. That's hardly my
fault, is it?"

"I'm serious, Sarah," he insisted.

She looked at him curiously, taking a moment to
process his rebuke. "But you like it, don't you?" she asked. "I see
the way you look at me sometimes. I thought you liked it."

He felt his heart skip another beat. "No, I - that's
not - you shouldn't be dressing this way."

She frowned. "You don't think I'm inappropriate, do
you, Mr. Collins? I'm just trying to get the boys to maybe pay
attention to me sometimes. They act like I'm not here."

"They definitely know you're there," he
disagreed.

"You think so?"

"I know so. But dressing like this is going to put
the wrong ideas into their heads."

She frowned a little. "You volunteered with the high
school football team. Did they ever talk about me?"

"They did. That's what I'm trying to talk to you
about, Sarah. That's not the kind of attention you want. I heard
the way they were talking about you. I told them if they laid a
hand on you, they'd have me to answer to."

She looked at him in amazement. "You said that?"

"I did. You know how I feel about you. You're like a
daughter to me, and I don't want to see you get hurt."

She was looking at him with big, amazed eyes.

 

"What?" he asked.

A wicked little smile came to her mouth. "That's not
why you did it."

"What do you mean?"

"You're jealous."

"Jealous?"

She covered her mouth to hide a triumphant smile. "I
always kind of wished you'd notice me. When I was a little girl I
thought I'd marry you when I was all grown up and beautiful. But
then it took so long. And then eventually I saw you sort of
noticing me, but you ... didn't do anything. I thought ... but that
wasn't it! You just hid it better than I thought you could."

"That's not true," he denied, his heart beating
faster.

"No?" she asked. "You mean you don't think I'm
pretty?"

"Of course you're very beautiful, I just -"

She stood up and walked over to him. "Okay, so if
things are just like they've always been, can I sit on your
lap?"

She placed one soft hand on his leg to hold it
steady and sank down onto it before he could stop her. The
delicate, flowery scent of her young body washed over his senses.
She ran a finger gently down his shoulder.

"I've missed being this close to you," she said
softly. "I used to love sitting in your lap and feeling your big
strong arms around me. It made it feel like nothing could ever go
wrong." She pulled the band from her hair and nestled against his
chest, giggling a little. "This is nice. Should we go back to
adding up the numbers?"

 


 


Sarah was having so much more fun than she had ever
thought she would from Mr. Collins denying his feelings for her.
The insecurity that had gnawed away at her for years was gone in an
instant. Feeling his body against hers banished all doubt. She
could feel his desire for her in every tense muscle, in his tight
breathing.

She nestled against him, watching him pretend to be
unaffected by her even as he struggled to add two basic numbers to
give her her paycheck.

She took the opportunity to explore. She ran her
hand across his broad chest and reveled in the heat of his body.
She could feel the quick beat of his heart and smell his alluring,
familiar musk.

She wriggled a bit in his lap, taking full advantage
of the unique situation.

When she touched him and felt the stiff, long shape
of his cock, it was an honest accident - at first. She started a
bit, realizing what she had touched. His body tensed beneath her
and his voice trailed off ... but he didn't stop her.

Tentatively, she put her hand to the shape again.
Even through the fabric of his pants it was hot and hard against
her palm.

She encircled it. It was so thick that her
relatively small hand could barely encircle it.

"Isn't this fun?" she breathed. "I bet if I wanted
to suck on it, you wouldn't stop me."

She ran her hand once along his length, feeling the
slight shudder of his body against her own with relish and
excitement.

She reached his belt and opened the buckle with a
soft click. She felt his hand on her back, tracing against the thin
cloth of her blouse, and she shivered a little against the welcome
touch and against how incredibly wrong this all was. If she had
stopped to think about it, she would have been much too petrified
to be this forward. But one thing had led to another, and she had
wanted this for so long ...

She slid down from Mr. Collins's lap and onto the
floor. She sat on her knees between his thighs and opened his
zipper with a curious hand that then slipped down, into his
pants.

Her fingers found his cock. It was still growing
harder. She could feel every pulse that rushed hot blood into his
cock.

She brought it out and stared at it for a moment,
suddenly very much breathless herself. It was big - much bigger
than she had expected, even bigger than the ones she saw in the
videos she watched. The realization that she wanted him inside her,
wanted this inside her, was both exciting and a little frightening.
She'd never let herself become so explicit in her desires, but now
there was no denying it.

She bent forward and kissed his tip with soft, wet
lips. She felt a bead of her juices trickle down her thigh. God she
was wet. She noticed with a slight thrill of embarrassment that
she'd left a bit of a damp spot on Mr. Collins's pants where she
had been sitting on his leg. Being around him had been enough to
make her wet for a long time now, but this was different. This was
real, and her body knew it.

She put out her tongue and explored the underside of
his shaft. It's warm contours felt incredible on her tongue, and
she kept going until her mouth had encircled the head.

"Oh God," she heard him breath. His hand caressed
her hair. She drew back a little and looked up to see his face
conflicted, paralyzed by conflicted desire.

She pressed her advantage, enfolding him again in
her soft, wet mouth and taking as much of him as she could until
she felt the head at the top of her throat. She had never done this
before, and it was much harder to get more than a couple inches in
than she had expected, but she did what felt natural. It was easy
to just follow her own instincts, licking and sucking softly on him
as she acquainted herself with the cock she wanted to feel inside
her.

She wanted to wanted to make him come. She wanted to
taste the proof of his desire and feel his warm liquid in her
mouth. He wasn't stopping her.

She sat back a moment to catch her breath and looked
up at him. His cock was wet from her tongue and she put a hand
around it and stroked him as she looked up, a eager, almost
pleading look in her eyes. Let this happen, her look said. Let what
we both want to happen be real. Then say it's wrong afterwards. But
let it happen.

He put out a hand and put a gentle hand to the back
of her head, running his fingers through her hair. He stood up,
bringing her up to stand in front of him, and let his eyes wander
over her for a long moment.

And then he kissed her, pressing his lips to hers
and his body to hers and holding her in those same arms she
remembered but with a fire and passion he would never have allowed
himself before. She conformed to him, became his instrument as she
felt him take over.

He pulled her blouse open and then threw it aside,
revealing her full, naked breasts. He pressed his hand to one,
cupping and massaging and squeezing in a way that felt like it was
going to make her body melt. He held her with a hand to the small
of her back and pushed her backwards out of the study. He paused
for a moment, contemplating taking her upstairs all the way to the
master bedroom, but seemed to decide he couldn't make it. Instead
he shoved her through the doorway beyond the study and into the
guest room.

She fell back onto the bed, gasping, and he lowered
himself on top of her. He buried his face in her breasts, running
his tongue over her nipples and driving her to thrust her hands
into the comforter beneath her and clench her fists to keep from
yelling out.

She pressed her body up against his and orgasmed
then and there. It was sharp and fast and intense, seeming to come
from everywhere from her breasts to her groin all at once. She
clutched first at the bed and then at him, moaning helplessly as
the pleasure poured through her and paralyzed her.

He had her skimpy little skirt off before she knew
what was happening. His hand pressed to her slick pussy and rubbed
her wetness along between her lips with a thick finger. She gasped
as his palm, wet with her juices, pressed and rubbed against her
clit.

"You have no idea how badly I've wanted to be inside
you," he breathed. "No fucking idea."

She spread her legs and tugged at his shirt. He
pulled it off over his head and let it fall behind him.

She put out a hand and ran it up his bare chest,
awash in awe and disbelief and need. Urgent, desperate need.

He pressed down, kissing her again, and she could
feel his hard cock rubbing against her groin. She almost couldn't
stand it. It was almost too much.

And then he was at her entrance, pushing in. She
gasped as the first inch went inside her. She felt herself stretch
to accommodate him. She was so, so wet, but he was so big.

She heard him groan. "Jesus. You're pussy feels
better than I thought anything could," he breathed tightly.

He pushed in until it felt like he had penetrated
all the way to her very center. Her body wrapped around him in
helpless pleasure. Nothing, nothing had ever come close to feeling
this good. She just wanted to feel him inside her for the rest of
her life.

His thrusting started slow and deep, and every
second of it felt like it was going to make her explode. She
orgasmed again within a minute. This one was slower and longer. It
seemed to build forever and when it crested it was as though every
muscle in her body had tensed and released. She could feel her
pussy clenching at him, yearning for his cock to give her his
seed.

"Come in me," she breathed. "I want to feel you come
in me!"

He drove into her harder in response, wanting to
pound into her young, untouched body until she truly understood
what it was like to get fucked. No other thought or emotion
registered.

His hands dug into her hips, pulling her against
him. Her legs were spread in the air as wide as she could, giving
him complete access to her deepest parts. He was fucking her faster
and harder and deeper, giving in to increasingly urgent need.

The feeling of him ramping up was incredible. Every
second it felt like he couldn't fuck her any harder, and then he
could. She wanted it to last forever and she wanted him to come
right then and there. All she could do was take it.

She felt his cock spasm and his thrust deeper and
harder into her and didn't pull out. She screamed as she felt him
explode in her. His hot seed pumped into her and filled her in
places she didn't know existed. She had never thought a cock could
feel so big or so hard, or that an orgasm could be so intense. Her
pussy milked his pumping cock, pulling at him and taking every drop
of his liquid until it was over.

She fell back, hands pressing to her breasts and
eyes closed as she savored the incredible feelings still pouring
through her body.

He lay beside her, his own chest heaving. She felt
his lips on her throat and neck and turned to kiss him. His arms
encircled her and she nestled deeper into his embrace. What an
incredible thing. What a different world it all was so suddenly.
Had she really woken up this morning alone?

"That was incredible," she murmured to him.

"You're incredible," he said. "Everything you do is
incredible. I honestly don't know how I kept myself away for so
long."

She smiled. She liked hearing him say that.

"Do you mind if I stay for a while?" she asked. "I
don't want this to end."

He kissed her again. "I don't think I could bear to
let it end. I can't go back to the way things have been."

She felt herself grinning wider and wider, and
buried her face in his chest.
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"So tell me what happened!" Jen pleaded with me for
the fourth time, her voice starting to sound a bit annoyed over my
cell phone's car speaker.

"I'm running really, really late, Jen," I pleaded,
trying to delay this conversation a little bit longer. "I was
supposed to be at the Michaeltons' house ten minutes ago."

"Just tell me if something happened. You can't keep
me in suspense like this. Don't I tell you all my juicy
secrets?"

I rolled my eyes at the road ahead. As if making me
sit through one of her hour long stories about some hot guy at the
gym was really her doing me a favor.

"It -"

"Well?"

"Fine. It didn't quite happen, okay? It was just a
quiet evening." I hoped I had kept the disappointment out of my
voice.

"Nothing?" She sounded disbelieving.

"I mean, it was nice, I guess. We kissed a little
and watched a movie."

"But his roommates were out of town. How did he not
... you know. I mean, I really thought he liked you."

I glared at the road. "Thanks for putting it like
that, Jen. I'm actually fine with it. He's just being …
responsible."

They felt like empty words. What was I even saying?
I mean, I didn't know I'd wanted something to happen. Maybe
it really was for the best that nothing had.

Jason was a great guy. He had those
boy next door looks. He was athletic, nice, and basically a
good person. I didn't feel like he was trying to get me to do
anything I didn't want to do. But we had been together for a couple
months now, and sometimes it seemed like I was always the one who
had to nudge him along.

I was only eighteen. I shouldn't have wanted
something to happen. I mean, maybe it really was for the best. But
I just kept remembering that moment the night before, sitting on
the couch, my legs crossed and jiggling in a very cute new blue
skirt. I had been so nervous and so excited, thinking something was
about to happen.

"He's a boy, Laura," Jen's voice said matter of
factly. "You need to find yourself a man, someone who appreciates
you and shows you what you want and shows you what's possible.
Someone who'll take you in his arms and just … show you, you know?
That's what you need."

"No, I really don't," I said.

But again it must have been so obvious how empty my
words were. I could still feel the warm, empty ache somewhere in my
groin. Every time my mind wandered back to what I had been
expecting would happen … I shifted in the seat, trying to focus on
the road ahead – trying to focus on where I was going. "Well, I've
got to go, Jen. I'll talk to you later."

I hung up before she could sneak in a last snarky
comment. Did she think she was being helpful?

Oh damn. I had missed the street. I shook myself,
trying to clear my head as I swung into a U-turn.

It was almost 8:20 by the time I was pulling up in
front of the big grey house. I grabbed my bag and half-walked,
half-ran up the path to the oak front door. I could hear Mr.
Michaelton's voice inside. I winced, angry at myself for the time.
Would he be angry? Would he yell?

I put a hand out and knocked on the door. The voice
stopped, and a few moments later the door swung open.

Mr. Michaelton was still in office clothes. Even
after a day of wear, his suit still looked fresh-pressed and
expensive. His tall, broad-shouldered frame cast a shadow out of
the doorway and across my face.

"Laura, good," he said. "You're a little late."

"I'm really sorry," I pleaded. "I won't let it
happen again."

He stepped back and watched me step inside, and an
anxious little shiver ran up my neck in the way it always did when
I felt his eyes on me. I usually got along fine with the parents
who hired me to babysit, so I didn't know why I was always so
nervous around him. Was it in the way he looked at me, as if he
could take all of me in and see right through me? Or was it just
the way he was every bit as handsome as a successful man of forty
as any guy at my school?

"Well, there's no great disaster this time," he said
after a moment. "The meeting isn't going to start without me. But
let's do try to make this little slip-up a one-time thing."

"Of course, Mr. Michaelton," I babbled. "I shouldn't
have – I mean, it was terribly inconsiderate that I even let – I
really won't let it happen again, I promise. I'll do the night for
free, if you want."

He laughed, and everything was alright. "Laura, What
is it about you that makes you so hard to be mad at?" he asked.

I looked up, hearing a different tone in his voice.
There was a sort of fond smile on his face, and it struck me that
we had sort of been getting to know each other a little bit these
past couple of months since I started working for the Michaeltons.
Even so, I had never seen him look at me like that. His eyes played
over me, half-amused and half-sympathetic for the anguish I had at
being late.

I didn't really know why, but suddenly I was
blushing.

"Ah, will you be very late tonight?" I asked,
flustered.

"No, it shouldn't be all that long. Maybe three
hours. Kids are in the den watching a movie."

I nodded.

He stepped towards the door. "You're look very nice
this evening," he complimented me as he glanced back.

I looked down at myself. "Oh, thanks – thank you," I
stammered, straightening. I was a little embarrassed about how long
I had spent deciding on an outfit, but suddenly it seemed the most
natural thing in the world to try to earn a compliment like that.
Was it strange that I suddenly felt so good? "Have a good meeting,"
I called after him.

But he had already slid into his town car and didn't
hear me. I watched the lights disappear down the street and then
turned back inside.
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Taking the Sitter

To read this story in its entirety, find it
available now at your online bookstore of choice.














Sorry it all has to come to an end, or does
it?

Sign
up for my mailing list to receive free stories and information
about new releases. You get to control how often you hear from me,
so there's no absolutely no reason not to join!






But of course, if that doesn't appeal, you
can always keep an eye on my catalog at http://www.theredspotpress.com/jessicawhitethread/.






Have an absolutely wonderful day.
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